RALPH    RASHLEIGH
ampton, as if he were still employed as a lawyer's clerk, and
was taking a holiday.
During his stay at Southampton an adventure befell Rash-
leigh which was, unknown to him, premonitory of a still
more desperate one which was to occur to him in later years.
He had taken advantage of a fine winter day to walk out to
Netley Abbey, a noble pile of ruins in the New Forest, and,
lingering later into the afternoon than was discreet, he lost
his way back to town.  It was dark before he hit upon a
beaten path which appeared to run in the right direction,
but, after walking along it for some distance, he discovered
himself on the western bank of Southampton Water among
ruins and rocks.  Rashleigh had all a townsman's fear of
darkness in open country, and his anxiety was not lessened
by the recollection that he had heard his relatives speak of
ruins on this part of the coast as being the haunt of deer-
stealers, smugglers, and others living on the fringes of out-
lawry.  It was  therefore with considerable caution and a
sense of uneasiness that he stumbled towards the only light
which was visible in the November blackness. He had gone
only a few yards when the light disappeared, to show again
some minutes later. Half inclined to think that the light,
which continued to show only spasmodically, must be the
will-o'-the-wisp of which he had heard, he was on the point
of abandoning its guidance, when he was startled to hear a
voice, near yet below him, cry out:
*BobI Bob! is it all right?'
Immediately the light shone again very close, and Rash-
leigh dropped silently to the grass-covered ground, quaking
with fear. He saw that the light shone from a lantern in
the hands of a tough-looking sailor whose murderous expres-
sion made it clear that the pistols stuck in his belt were
rather for use than ornament,
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